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Forgetting 
Norman 
by Mary Lou Ltfka 
Journalism, Soph. 
THE ALARM smashed her dream into a hundred jigsaw pieces. T h e room was cold; too much of the morning 
had slid in through the too-open window. She swung out 
of bed, shivered over to the closet and began the ritual of 
waking up. 
(System is the key to social harmony, Benjamin T . Jolson, 
former national commander of the American Legion, said 
here Wednesday. Jolson insisted upon the following points: 
schedule your daily activities; know what you are going to 
do next; minimize decisions. 
Jolson's book, Random Thoughts, will soon be available 
in a soft-cover volume.) 
An effervescent disc jockey welcomed her back to the 
bedroom from the washroom with news of a coup d'etat in 
some fragrantly-Orient country. She sought the camaraderie 
of her mirror-image. Mirror-image was not too amiable; 
she would woo it with precious balms of the cosmetic world. 
She felt each bristle of the brush as she shadowed her 
eyelids with brown powder. T h e mascara dripped into her 
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eyes and blurred her contact lenses; she thought of Kroch 
and Brentano's ordered confusion of paperback volumes. 
Vaseline oozed under her fingernail as she pushed it into 
the cracks in her lips. T h e lipstick smelled of synthetic 
flower extract. She decided she would have to wash her 
hair today. 
Her gray flannel skirt was creased, but she decided to 
wear it anyway and keep her coat on. (She was only going 
to lit class.) She dragged the top sweater from the closet 
shelf. While she dressed she tried to slide together the frag-
ments of that latest dream. 
She remembered in poetry—to exercise her intellect. 
Something about a train . . . 
Horse of steel 
railed to crevice-clouded land 
of unleashed psyche 
fulminates through the satin dark 
renting reality's shroud. 
She needed a title: Nightmare! beginning of an epic. 
(The epic begins; the hero is born. How comfortable 
to be a hero, the projection of an author's imagination. T o 
know that waiting in an aura of verbal glory just six pages 
after the tragic struggle is a blissfully saccharine and utterly 
happy conclusion.) 
She had time for a cigarette before class, seven minutes 
of vicarious freedom—she imagined herself a fragment of 
smoke and exhaled herself to nothingness. She cursorily 
performed the housewifery-attention the room required, 
shrugged on a coat, garnered her books and purse, and left. 
T h e morning was alive with crisp poetic sensitivity. 
Leaves did not tumble from the trees but were flung down at 
passers-by by incorrigible elves. T h e night before she had 
walked this path with Norman. She held her head up to let 
the wind scarve her throat. 
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(e.e. cummings had it, babe. I mean, he had something 
to say. And he said it. Tha t whole nature bit—he had it. He 
knew what's happening. 
But e.e. cummings is dead. 
See, babe, he's still got it!) 
She entered the classroom and brushed past the desk-
altar upon which her literary deities were slaughtered. She 
was glad the room was cold; she had a valid excuse to leave 
her coat on. 
She worked on her short story during class. She wrote 
in the margin of her textbook: "Sunday is devilishly awk-
ward: an octagon bouncing down the hill of Past after rolling 
circles of Monday through Saturday." 
She paused to listen to the class discussion. She either 
permitted or forced herself to contribute twice during each 
class period. She fulfilled her scholastic quota with two 
comments on rhyme scheme. 
(The instructor leans across the lectern until his posture 
emulates that of a vulture. He speaks. Hark! Hark to the 
nebulous strains of ut ter ambiguity. T h e students claw the 
glass barrier between the desks and The Desk, but cannot 
even scratch it. T h e words, aborted communicatTon, bounce 
back, ping off the blackboard backdrop.) 
She went to the Union after class for coffee, a doughnut 
and some friends. T h e friends she found fell into respective 
uni-topic categories. 
Sarah versus roommate: the former told the latter "God, 
but you look just like Woody Woodpecker"; the latter burst 
into tears and refuses to dust the windowsill. 
Steve on intellectualism: "People think it's derogatory to 
call someone a pseudo-intellectual, but you can't just j ump 
into intellectualism, you've got to get your noviceship first." 
Eldon and Bob Dylan: note—don't talk to Eldon while 
R-2 is emanating from the jukebox. 
Jody loves Myran: no explanation necessary. 
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The lunch line was opening when she returned to her 
room. She deposited her books and coat and went down to 
eat with some girls she hardly knew. During the meal she 
digested only bits torn from their conversation. 
After lunch she washed her hair, set it and secured the 
pink plastic cloud of the hair dryer about her head. The 
mechanism when switched on "high" obliterated all other 
noise; she read her lit assignment. 
(The moment, Gabriel Marcel, concentrate on the 
moment, on the now. Yes, Gabriel, yes to your neat darkly-
bound volumes cmily-posting philosophical niceties.) 
She clicked off the dryer's somniferous breath, removed 
the headpiece and shook the rollers out of her hair. She 
brushed her hair behind her ears, tying it back with a flaccid 
length of tarnished cord. 
She waited until 1:30—two cigarettes, four songs and a 
newscast—for no one in particular, then took a nap. 
She dreamt of the train again. 
Perhaps 
by Morgan Hewitt 
Elementary Education, Jr. 
The fruit was mellow, 
The sky uncovered. 
Dust of music 
Settled in the sunshine 
And the rye straw 
Had grown yellow. 
It was there 
That my adamant never 
Turned to quiet perhaps 
And I sang with the grasses. 
